284          QEMSBY MACKNIGHT MITCHEL,

ward or forward. Finally, it dashes on and escapes.
Then whistles are heard shrieking all along the
track. Another tries to escape: another boom of a
gun. The engineer is killed and the machine taken
possession of.

On the west of the city the track-tearing party is
equally successful. Not a locomotive escapes from
that side. The telegraph wires are also cut.

Onward pushes the advance cavalry towards the
city, some three miles distant, and with it the gen-
eral and Ms staff. Sashes are thrown up along the
road, and citizens in their night clothes look out on
the rising sun and on the beautiful country covered
with the verdure of early summer, and on the less
peaceful cavalry dashing rapidly along the road.
They have been awakened by the guns in the loco-
motive hunt, and are wondering in a bewildered
manner what it all means.

The advance cavalry enters the town and makes
straight for the telegraph office. A detachment
seizes the depot, making prisoners Qf several hun-
dred Confederate troops who are caught passing
through the city. They are marched off under guard.
Then comes one regiment of infantry after another,
marching into town with drum and fife, playing
44 Yankee Doodle/'

The city Lad been captured without the xise of a
pound of powder, except to shoot engines. At the
count, the game-bag was found to contain fifteen lo-
comotives and eighty cars.

general Mitchel had marched his men fifty-seven
miles in forty-eight hours. But by their rapid move-
ments they had possessed themselves of more com-
fortable means of transportation for their futurecoming in, and were broughtic square of Fayetteville.
